THE "HEART'S DELIGHT"       111
In a long black line the British ships
Swept down upon the foe, And our cannon from their iron lips
Breathed death and overthrow. The Deutschers could give but a feeble reply To the deadly hurricane sweeping by. They were two to our one, but their ships were packed,
And helpless plunged on the lee, While the hail of our iron never slacked,
As to windward we ran free.
It seemed the death storm would never abate, As ship after ship poured in the weight Of her broadside, big with direful fate* Their scuppers ran with a gruesome brew, Their hulls were riddled through and through, And the might of Holland reeled on the brine To the staggering shock of the British line.
And head of them all sped the " Heart's Delight,"
Commander Jack Malvern, belted knight.
His   men   were   sti'ipped to   the   waist   as   they
worked,
And never a laggard was there who shirked. Their bodies were black with powder and sweat. And their feet with a redder stain were wet. And Big Ben, striding from gun to gun, Took heed that the task was truly done.
" Load and ram with might and main 1 Fire and sponge her and load again 1"